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to laugh at my Seffy—except chust put sthunder, begoshens!” he =an- real estate, hereditaments and tene- i

e me—account I'm his daddy. It's a nounced. ) ) ments.” And even Beify was drawn ““Bring forth the stovepipe,

¥ fight-word the next time you do it.” The proceeding appeared fo be pain- into the joyous laughing conceit of it! The stovepipe, the stovepipe—"
: Mr. Busby straightened his coun- ful to Befiy, but not to Sally., She Had he not j&_utt’done the bravest thing chanted Beffy’s frivoious father in the

“Yes!" declared Reffy sgain.

=y ce. frankly sccepted the situation and of his small life? way of the Anvil Chorus.
hal “He don’t seem to notice—nor keer promptly put into action its oppor- “Yes!"” he ericd after the fascinating “And my butterfly necktie with—"
ad —'bout gals—do he?” tunities for coquetry. She ed hi Bally. “¥For sure and ecertain, to- “Wiss tgc di'mond on?™ whispered
e 5 No one spoke. first, with consummasate saplomb, to mnight!” his father.
by “No, durn him, he sin't no good. aid her in adjusting her parcels more ‘It's a bargsin!” cried she. They lau in confidence of their
e Say—what'll you give for him, Em.b? securely, insisting upon carrying them “For better or worser, richer or secrel. Seify, the successiul wooer,
Hol Yere he goes to the highest bidder—for herself, and it would be impossible to poorer, up an' down, in an’ out, chasses was thawing out again. The dinmond
y i richer, for poorer, for better, for worser, deseribe adequately her allures. The right mnd left! Ahs-haha'! Aba-ba- was not a cﬁamond at all —the Hebrew
d up snd down, in end out, swing your electrical ¢t balf-caress, half- ha! But, Seffy,”—and the happy fath- who sold it to Seffy had confessed as
: partners—what’s bid? He ken plow defiance; the confidential L ings, er tumed to the happy son and hugged much. Bat be also swore that i it
Iz 8 83 crooked as a mule’s hind leg, sleep so that the wily old man in the rear him, “don’t you :Ter forgit that she's were kept in perfect polish no one but
Ol hard a5 s 'possum in wintertime, eat might not hear the surges up against & feather-head and got a bright red a dismond merchant could tell the
5 like a snske, git left efery time—but him; recoverics—only to surge tem like her daddy! And they both difference. Therefore, there being no
he ken ketch fp They wait on him. again—these would require a mechanieal mighty bad together somelimes. diamond merchant anywhere near, and
n What's bid?" X contrivance which reports not only When you get ber at the :h‘gb;dphoe the jewel being slways immaeculate
T No one would hasard a bid. speech but action—and even this might opct—well, nail her down nnd Sefly presented it as s diamond and
] “Yit s minute,” shouted the old easily fail, s0 subtle was it all! fect—so's she m'ae%t away. When had risen perceptibly in the opinion of
fellow, Pulﬁng‘ out his bull’s-eye watch “Sef—Seffy, 1 thought it was his she gits mad her hit rain 3 , the via s ®
in, “what's bid? Going—going— old watch he was aucuommf off. 1 and if she had a- nife she'd round “And — and — and — Sef — Eelfy,
done—going—"" wanted it for—for—a nest-cgg! aha-ha- stabbing her best friends— 's the what you goin’ to dof™'
100 “ A dollar!” - ha! You must excuse me.”” only sing that safes her—vyas, and us!'— “Pol?” :
: The bid came from behind him, and “You wouldn’t 'a’ bid at all if you'd noim'!e. If she bad a kmfe 1t would be Seffy had been absorbed in what he
nf the voiee was beantiful to hear. A TEnowed it was mie, | reckon,” said fumerals following her ail the time.” going to wear. -
hs gleam came into the old man's eyes Sefiy. “Yas—yas—that's the most impor-
T gs he haal'ﬂh 3 “ti i B_endehben&d' iy }'tpﬂ'- I“dr”' {‘;ﬂal:." dednre;l:gw ecoquette. CHAPTER 1L uu:i" He e;::arcled Scﬂ'o s m‘l‘ nnd’
- watc in its poc! put on “I'd rat ve you U any nest- ¥ Squee it. “Oh, of course!
h his spectacles, and turped, as if she egg in the whole world—any two of “oAT HAVE mi‘ﬁ;% 00 0 SRS Eh? But what git?” )
hat WEIE & § . 'em!”—and when he did not take his il 1 regret to say that Seffy did not
iry “Gone!" he announced then. ““Who's chance—“if they were made of geld!” They advanced together now, Seffy’s unders.and. e :
us the purchaser? Come forwards and But then she spoiled it. father whistling some tune that was “Beffy,” he enid impressively, “you
s take away you' perty. What's the “It's worse fellows than y Beffy.” never heard ore on earth, and, with hal" fol' me what you gain’ to wear.
an name, please?” Then hegmtendnd to The touch of coquetry was but too his arm in that of his son, they It sin't much. Lhe weather's yit
recognize her. “Ouachl ally! Well, apparent. . 8-“7 bounding away. ce more, ss pooty col’ mights. But I ken stand it
jun that's lucks'l He goes in good hands. “And better,” said Seffy, with a sheleaped s fence, she locked laughingly if you ken—God knows sbout Sally!
sy He's sound and kind but needs the lump in his throat. “I know I sin't back. The old man whistled wildly Now, what fnn goin' to do—that's
ip.” He held out his hand for the no with girls—and I don't care!” out of tune. Befly waved s Eand! copuntrum 1 ==t youl™
) ! “Yes!” she assented wickedly. “Now you shouting, Befiy! Shout Still it was not clear to Beffy.
It wwas the girl of whom he had ken *There are betier ones.” sg'in!" "’Wl%'—h—whst I'm a-going to do,
accurately as a prise. Her ves “Sam Pritz—" “1 dido’t say a word!" hah? y—whatever occurs.™
were turned up as far as they would go, Sally looked away, emiled, and was “Well+—it ain’t too latel Go on!” “Gosh-a'mighty! And nefer eay a
ing some 8ot lace-trimmed white- silent. - Now Seffy understood and Inughed ~word or do a sing or help the occurrences
e i there was flour on her arms. “Bulky Seffy!" she finally said. with his father. along? Goshens! What a setting-up!

ves

Some patches of it on her face gave a
peul-hgoe effect to her otherwise ag-
ive color. The pretty dress was

; far enough back to revesl the
pretiier g::t.icoat—plns a pair of trimly-

the flour wss part
“make up” ? ertainly he was not
at the store that summer mom-

el R e e

neas by only a little, But
that little was just the difference be-
twesn ugli : besuty. For,
whether were beautifal or not—
sbout which we might contend a bit
—her hair was, and perhaps that is the
reason why it was nearly always un-
covered—or, possibly, again, because
it was s0 much uncovered wnas the

“H he does stink of salt mackerel,
and "most always drunk!” Seify went

- i ’
on bitterly. I!'ﬁ. nothing but =

tapper
Sally b%m_mdri{t_ further away and
i:um alling Pritz names was of

consequence—except it -
Seffy from making love (o her vinﬂ:‘n

was doing it—which scemed foolish fo
Sally. The old man ecame up and

h!vmthem together again.

“ ! go "long and make lofe some
more. I like to see it. [ expect I am
an old fool, but I like to see it—it's
like ol ttmu——ﬁ. and if you dom’t
look out there, fy, 'l taks a hand
m}i;elf—ymir! go "long!”’

e drew them yery close togetler,
each looking the other way. Indeed he
held them there for a moment, roughly.

Seffy stole a glance at Bally. If.e
wanted to see how she was taking his
father’s odio intimate suggestion.
But it hap that Bally wanted to
sec how he was taking it. She laughed
with the frankest of joy as their eyes

moet.
“Seffy—I do—like yon,"” said the
coquette.  ““And to know

we was

“Sefl—1 don't believe you. Or
wouldn't waste your time n—ah,n:
8:31 Pritz!™

Er—Sally—where i
:zgighl?" Seffy mt,zm

Lrﬁfat&n.ﬁn-mmﬁ

varicusly, snd rushed off

home.

“You know I own you,” she langhed
back, a= if she had not been i
gxﬁu&. “1 paid for you! Your pap-

-mthen:fﬂuyl I'l expect my

Al Shiic the happy old man

Ain't it, Seffy? You her property—

= 1
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;eﬁ:r aige:d to this, also.
" ".No doctor-bills!” his father ampli-
Siffy said vothing.
Entire orphen.

“She's a L

. m”%uﬂ:n{he old man at
the way his son was drifting into the
mnum—ﬁnnhnf about granny!—
“but Sally owns the farm!™

Y Uhu!” said Selfy, whatever that
might mean. .

‘““And Sally's the boss!"

nee.

“And granny won't object to any
one Sally marries, anyhow—she das-
sent! She'd git hicked!”

"Whn said anything sbout marry-

:%:; was hpe:.lchlesniy savage b:ow—-—

Befly esid he didn’t know. And he
did pot ‘return the kiss—tho
’m to.

“Well, 1 bet a dollar that the first
intial of his last name i=s Sephanijah P.
Baumgartner, Junior.”

“Well!” maid Sefiy with a

ish, “I'm going to set up -im
‘_ r
“Osch—git out, Sell”—though he
., =

“You'll see.”

*No, I won't,” said his father. "I
wouldn't be so dum mean. Nossirl”

fl

that mbhpx:ily militsnt g'hm

“What do you think?

“W Sef—plow straight to ber
heart. wisht I had your chanoce.
I'd show you s other-guess kind of a
setting-up—yassir! Make your mouth
warter and your head swim, begoshens!
Why, that Sally’s just like a young
stubble-ficld; got to be w

-0

“Now look here, Befiy,” his fsther
went sof “w{rn ou git 1o
m’.‘.‘_‘:‘.‘.d’“’:’h"f._.‘f.% t_hi-,-—-’ be =

You know well esough I
“¥You oW no
:-oneytobuynme—ﬁddg‘nid
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